362            THE AERIAL AGE
trip when I fiendishly hoped to soak my longshoremen shipmates. (It was well, after all, that we did decide to leave the ship, because a little later a big hurricane swept up the coast destroying ship and mariners. F. M. S.)
At first we chat with the Trent with the Morse lantern, which has a movable slide and so communicates dots and dashes of light in the Morse code, and afterward exchange messages by wireless. We ask the Trent to stand by. We are still drifting fifteen, knots per hour and the Trent is plugging along at full speed to keep pace. We ask them to follow us.
As soon as I caught sight of the Trent I knew she was a British ship by her rig, and I knew therefore that she would not desert us.
A lively debate followed as to the best ways and means of quitting our aerial perch. We were then, about eighty feet above the water and the equilibrator was kicking up a lively shine in a moderate sea. I want to let tha- balloon go down and get away in the boat without delay, but my shipmates seem to favor sliding down a rope onto the Trent's deck. I do not think this plan is practicable, and I am afraid that during the few minutes in which I urged my views I used more sailor language than I had used for years past. Finally it was decided to launch the boat.